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to be put to that as well. The day will show
whether any of the farmers are thinking of
showing fight.

Juha walks as though he was on the way to
church, feeling at his best both inside and out.
A masculine feeling of security fills his bosom.
When he reaches the open village lands and calls
to mind the owners of the various fields he cannot
help smiling. He was here yesterday with a lot
of other men staring out the blacklegs, and to-day
the fields wear a different aspect- Formerly
the sight of growing crops aroused in his mind
pictures of the master and his locked granaries;
now it only reminds him of what the workers
have planned to do to-day. The wealth of
the open lands is like the common wealth of
mankind.

Juha's own master -was out on the lake trying
his nets when he saw Juha emerge from the forest
track. The distance between them was big
enough to allow the master freely to stare after
that old fellow, whom he knows too well for his
own liking. The fellow is so old, so poor and so
settled in his ignorance and brainlessness, that
the hate the master cannot help feeling for him
is unpalatable even as he admits its existence.
He cannot help hating, yet at the same time he
senses something touchingly hopeless in the
seriousness of the man. The present unrest,
the murmur of which seems to pulse in the air,